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pleasure they follow the elderly lecturer, who talks
of Pericles and Pheidias and points to a tiny Par-
thenon in a glass case, a Parthenon that will never be
disturbed by a wind whistling over from the ^Egean,
by the shouts of enraged citizens, by the glitter of
foreign shields and ships. Even the children here are
all dressed alike, subdued and earnest, and have to
march forward two by two, under the eye of a school-
mistress. And shouting, singing, fighting, drinking, and
making,love seem to be strange antics of long, long
ago, early habits of mankind that may be discovered
from a study of the specimens and are duly noted in
the catalogue. Reproductions of such specimens may
be obtained, you feel, by students engaged in genuine
research by application to the proper authorities. And
so the fanciful evidence accumulates, though as none
of us happens to know what the well-drilled Socialistic
and Utopian State will be like, obviously such evidence
is not worth much. A fancy, that is all.

I was there the other day, and drifted about as idly
and foolishly as ever, acquiring no information of any
kind. No, that is not strictly true. I made one dis-
covery, relating to the age of the official type, the born
Civil Service man. How long has this type existed?
I do not know, but now I can go back with confidence
to 3300 B.C. He was alive then, because there is a
solid and unmistakable image of him in the British
Museum, labelled "Sumerian official ist Dynasty of
Ur." There he is to the life, looking as if at any
moment he will slowly open those large grey heavy-